﻿Leroy had spent the good part of the day locked up inside of the school’s science lab. The young male had made his way into the lab to work on a personal project of his own design, having locked the doors to the lab so that no-one else could get in, all the window blinds shut so no-one could even see what he was doing.

“Hrm... looks like my potion is nearing completion...” He said to himself, looking on at the beaker of fluid. The liquid was a deep purple color, containing various elements and ingredients that he had gathered from various sources. Next to that was a small vial of a pinkish liquid, the solution bubbling slightly as he picked up the thin tube. The liquid inside of it had been settling for an hour, the catalyst that he needed to mix into the concoction that he had made up. He had no idea if it would work - it was a potion that would turn him into a Pokémon that he liked. If it failed... it could turn him into some kind of horrible sin against nature, or flat out kill him. He knew that there was a huge risk involved in doing this, but it was something that he wanted to do.

“Here we go..” He tipped the liquid from the small vial into the large contain. The reaction was literally explosive, a huge cloud of dust firing off from the top of the beaker, reaching the ceiling.

“Oh wow, potent!” He laughed, picking up the beaker as the brew gurgled loudly, fizzing.

“Well, it’s all done... now comes the important part...” He told himself as he brought the beaker close to his mouth. For a moment, he was hesitant to drink it, thinking that it could have the wrong effect... but he had spent all this time in the lab, and longer still getting all the materials... there was no way he could back down now.

“Three...two...one!” He closed his eyes, suddenly downing the mixture in one huge gulp. The liquid had a strange, strawberry flavor to it, very sweet, but at the same time, it had a hint of spiciness to it. “Hrm...bubbly. Now we just wait and see if it works...” He told himself, putting the beaker down as he stood where he was, waiting for any kind of reaction. “Come on...after all this time, there has to be SOME kind of effect... I hope I didn’t waste my time with...ghh...” He groaned, feeling his hands throb.

“Ggh...could it be working...” He brought his hands to his face, watching them as they began to swell in size, the digits beginning to fuse together as his hands got larger and larger, five digits reducing themselves to three as creamy fur began spreading over his stretching hands. The nails on his remaining fingers grew outwards, becoming sharp claws as the undersides of his hands gained large, thick pads. The fur began to spread up his arms now, his wrists altering as his arms took on a new shape and structure, becoming more and more like forelegs.

“It is...it really IS working!” He laughed, admiring his new paws with a wide smile. He felt his ears begin to twitch now, looking at his reflection in a nearby dissection tray as he noticed them starting to grow larger and pointed, shifting to move up to the top of his head. As this happened, his brown hair began to flow out into a long, elegant mane, floating behind him as his jaws ached.

“Gahh...ghuuhuh...” He moaned, his jaws starting to push forwards into a broad, vulpine muzzle. His nose sank into his upper jaw, darkening as the nostrils flared. His teeth turned into sharp fangs, and his eyes moved to the sides of his head, turning from a mix of green and yellow to a fiery red.”Ghuuh...painful...but worrth i...i...iinnnee! Ninnneetalessss!” He howled, his vocal chords shifting as he became unable to say anything other than the name of the creature that he was slowly turning into.

‘This is perfect! I’m actually becoming a Ninetales!’ He laughed to himself mentally as his shirt began to grow tighter, his body starting to stretch and contort. His ribcage started to extend slightly, chest barrelling outwards as his muscles swelled slightly, his form starting to grow more lithe. As his chest swelled out further, the fur began to amass there, growing wider and thicker as it put more pressure on his shirt, causing the upper part of it to tear open as thick, floofy fur hung out from his chest.

As his chest finished changing, he felt a sudden, sharp pressure at the base of his spine, his tailbone starting to grow in size, a thick tail growing out from his spine, the ip of it covered in a dark orange fur. As it grew out longer and thicker, it started to swell slightly, an odd sensation flowing through his tail as it slowly split apart. It first split into two tails, wagging behind him as they then split into four, splitting again into eight, one final tail growing outwards as his hind-quarters were decorated with nine beautiful tails. As he wagged them behind him, he pondered if the stuff they claimed about the legendary 1,000 year curse they said would befall a person if they were to grab a Ninetales’ tail was true. Not that it would matter to him, being the Ninetales in question.

‘Not too much longer and I’ll be complete...’ he thought, looking at his torn shirt. He wanted to try to remove it to prevent any further damage, but his arms were too far changed, not working like they used to. He was able to get his paws to face towards his chest however, so he was able to use his claws to tear the shirt further down the middle. With the front of his shirt now destroyed, it was easier for him to remove the torn fabric, shaking it off of his back as it fell down in front of him.

As he removed his shirt, he saw that his body was becoming increasingly-more top heavy as his body gained some slight mass, paws getting heavier as his chest protruded further. The sides of his jeans split apart as his thighs bulked up slightly, becoming haunch-like as the bones cracked and altered, his stance shifting to all fours as he fell forwards, landing on his forepaws as the rest of his trousers tore away. He kicked off his shoes as his heels began to rise upwards, his feet starting to stretch in size as they tore through the socks. His feet began to fuse and alter just like his hands, five toes becoming three, claws lining the toes as the undersides of his feet gained pads, the transformation ceasing.

“Grrghh...Niiineeee...” He moaned slightly, arching his back as he adjusted himself, paws scratching against the floor as he looked over himself. It seemed like his experiment was a success, the human being now a full-grown Ninetales. He smiled to himself as he took a few steps forward, adjusting to his new paws as he headed towards the one window he had left open on purpose.

‘I guess I should have cleaned up some of the mess before I drank the potion... oh well, it’s their problem now!’ He grinned, leaping out through the window as he landed in the bushes outside, breaking into a run as he headed into the forest, ready to live his new life.